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&Ady Adelaide, wife of Sir Robert Edge of Blent
Hall. eloped with Capt. Fitzhabert. Sir Robert
died in Russia. presumably in time for lAdY
Adelaide and Fitzbnbert to marry, and so make
their son Harry the legitimate heir to Sir Rob-
ert's estates. They learn later, however, that
the date of Mr Robert's death has been given
linorrectly. and Harry is not the rightful heir.
They keep the matter secret. and eventually
Harry comes into possession of the estate* and
resides with his mother at Blent Hall. Un-
kno-n to Lady Adelaide a Madsm Zabriska &ad
Mr. Jenklason Neeld are als in possession of
the secret, and Medam Kabriska. with her uncle.
Maj. Duplay. comes to reside at Merrion Lod.
near Blent Hall. Harry learns from his mother
that he i not rightful heir to Bant, hot they
determine to hold the title for him at any cost.
'1b further his cause, he decides to marry Janie
Ivor. heiress of Fairholme. but finds two rivals
in Bob Broadley and Maj. Duplay. The latter
learns of his unfortunate birth from Mina Za-
brika. He informs him that he intends'to tell
Iver. and they quarrel, Harry wining in a

brisk tussle. Neeld becomes the guest of Iver
at Pairholme.

By the Blent the drama seemed very con-
siderately to be waiting for him. It says
much for Maj. Duplay that his utter and
bumiliating defeat by the pool had not
driven him Into any hasty action or
shaken him In his original purpose. If he
could by any means avoid it he was de-
termined not to move while Lady Tristram
lived. Harry might force him to act
sooner; that rested with Harry, not with
him. Meanwhile he declined to explain
even to Mina what had occurred by the
pool, and treated her open incredulousness
to Harry's explanation with silence or a
snub. The major was not happy at this
time; yet his unhappiness wan nothing to
the deep woe and, indeed, terror, which
had settled on Mina Zabriska. She had
guessed enough to see that for the mo-
ment, at least, Harry had succeeded In
handling Duplay so roughly as to delay.
if not to thwart, his operation, what would
he not do to her, whom he must know to
be the original cause of the trouble? She
used to stand on the terrace at Merrion
and wonder about this; and she dared not
go to Fairholme lest she ahould encounter
Harry. She made many good resolutions
for the future, but there was no comfort
in the present days.
The resolutions went for nothing, even in

the mrnment In which they were made. She
bad suffered for meddling; that was bad;
it was worse to the Imp not to meddle; In-
acti ity was the one thing unendurable.
She, too. like old Mr. Neeld In London
town, was drawn by the Interest of the
posit ion, by the need of seeing how Harry
Tristram fought his fight. For four days
she resisted; on the evening of the fifth,
aft'r dinner, while the major dozed, she
came out on the terrace In a cloak and
looked down the hill. It was rather dark,
and Blent Hall loomed dimly in the valley
below. She pulled the hood of her cloak
ever her head and began to descend the
hill; she had no special purpose; she want-
ed. a nearer look at Blent, and it was a
ine night for a stroll. She came to the
road, crossed It after a momentary hesita-
tion, and stood by the gate of the little
foot bridge, which, In days before enmity
arose. Harry Tristram had told her waa
never locked. Mina advanced to the middle
of the bridge and leaned on the parapet,
her eyes set on Blent Hall. There were
lights in the lower windows; one window
on the upper floor was lighted, too. There;
dqubtless, Lady Tristram lay slowly dying;
somewhere else In the house Harry was
keeping his guard and piecting his de-
lenses. The absolute peace and rest of the
outward view, the sleepless vigilance and
unceasing battle within, a battle that
death made keener and could not lull to
rest-this contrast came upon Mina with
a strange painfulness: her eyes filled with
tears as she stood looking.
A man came out into the garden and lit

a cigar. She knew it was Harry; she did
Mot move. He sauntered toward the bridge.
She held her ground. Though he should
strike her she would have speech with him
tonight. He was by the bridge and had
1is hand on the gate at the Blent end of it
bcfore ha maw her. He stood still a mo-
mecnt. then came to her side and leaned as
she was leaning over the parapet. He was
bareheaded. She saw hi. thick bald and
his peaked forehead. He smoked steadily.
He showed no surprise at seeing her, and
be did not speak to her for a long time.
At last, still without looking at her, he
began. She could just make out his smile,
or thought she could; at any rate, she was
sure it was there.

"Well, Mina' de Kries," said be. She
started a little. 'Oh. I don't believe In
th" late Zabriska. I don't believe you're
mown, up. I think you're about fifteen-.
-eastly age." He put his cigar back in

bis mouth.
"You see that window?' he resumed in

a nroment. "And you know what's hap-
I'ning behind It? My mother's dying
there. Well, how's the major? Has he
got that trick in better order yet?"
She found her tongue with dimceulty."Ioes Lady Tristram know about-about

nie?" she stammered.
"I sometimes lie to my mother," said
iarry, flicking his ash into the river.
"Why do you lie to your uncle, though?"

"I didn't lie, You know I didn't lie.''
Hie shrugged his shoulders wearily and

relapsed into silence, Silence there was
till a minute or two later it was broken by
a little sob from Mina Zabriska. He turn-
ed his' head toward her; then he took hold
of her arm and made her face round to
him. The tears were running dowsn her
cheeks.
'I'm so. so sorry," she murmured. "I

didn't mean to. and I did it! And now-
mow I can't stop It. You needn't believe me
if you don't like, but I'm-I'm miserable
and-and frightened."
He flung his cigar into the water and put

his hands in his pockets. So he stood
watching her, his body swaying a little to
and fro; his eyes were suspicious of her.
yet they' seemed amused also, and they
were not cruel, it was not such a look as
he had given her when they parted by the
pool.

"If It were true?" she asked. "I mean,
couldn't Lady Tristram somehow-"

"If wbat were true? Oh, the nonsense
you temd Duplay?" He laughed. "If It was
true. I should be % nobody and nobody's
son. I suppose that woulM amuse you verymouc'h. wouldn't it? You wouldn't have
come to Merrian for nothning then' But aa
it isn't true, what's the use of talking?"
He worn no belief from her when he said

that It was not true. She drew her cloak
around her and shivered.
"Cold?" he asked.
"No. Wretched, wretched."
"Would you lbe to se my mothr?'
"You wouldn't let her see me?"
"She's asleep and the nurse Is at sup

per-not that uhe'd matter. Came along."
He turned- and began to walk quicly to-

ward the house; Nina bilowed him as
though in a dra T1hey entered a large
hall. It was dark, save fen one cadl, and
she oould see nothing of Its furniture. He
ked her straighst up a broad eak stahrcsethat rose from the midle of it. and the.
along a earridor. The pealhed oak glamead
here and there as they' pssed a candle in
brackets ea the wall and was slippery urn-
der her unaccommed feet. Twhoaehosewag wey stBi-sstmi 6 erypeaceful.
Cautiously be epened a deer and beck-ened her' to 2feow him. Lgt were bun-bkg in the rom. Lady Tristrama Iay deepkeg, her hair, stm fair and sold ra

ever the plew; her face wa essm aand un-ined: she seemed a ymug and beantfgirl wasted by a fever. But the fer wasthe fever of life as wenl as of disease~ThaNina saw again the lady she had sen-Heidelberg.
"Se, wea't wake; she ha4 her sleepig
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than she might linger a moment more.
She cast her eyes round the room. Over
the fireplace, facing the bEd, was a full-
length portrait of a girl. She was dressed
all in red: the glory if her white neck, her
brilliant hair and blue eye row out of
the scarlet setting. This was Addle Tris-
tram in her prime, am ohe was when she
fled with Randolph Edge, as she was when
she cried in the little room at Heidelberg.
"Think of the difference it makes. the
enormous difference!"
"My mother likes to have ~that picture

there," Harry explained.
The sleeping woman stirred faintly. In

obedience to a look from Harry Mina fol-
lowed him from the room, and they passed
down stairs and through the hall together
in silence. He came with her as far as
the bridge.- There he paused. The scene

they had left had apparently stirred no
new emotion in him; it had left Mies Za-
briska trembling and moved to the heart.
"Now you've seen her, and before that

you'd seen me. And perhaps now you'll
understand that we're the Tristrams of
Bient. and that we live and. die that."
His voice grew a little louder. "And your
nonsense'" he exclaimed "It's all a lie.
but it it was true? it's the blood, isn't it,
not the law, that matters? it's her blood
and my blood. That's my real title to
Blent."
In the midst of his lying he spoke truth

there, and Mina knew it. By right at
blood he claimed to stand master of Blent,
and so he meant to stand.
"Yes," she said. "Yes, yes, God help

you to it." She turned and left him and
ran up the hill, catching her breati In.
sobs again.Harry Tristram stood and watchedher
as long as he could see her retreating tig-
ure.
"The major must play his hand alone

now," he said. "He'll get no more help
from her." He paused a moment. "It's
a funny thing, though. That'. not really.
why I took her up."
He shook his head in pussle. Perhaps

he could hardly be expected to recognize
that it wan that pride of hispride in his
mother, his race. himself-which bad made
him bid Mina Zabriska look upon Lady
Tristranm as she slept.

CHAPTER VII.
The Momnent Draws Near.

Janie Iver had been brought up to know
her own mind; it wan the eleventh com-
mandment in the iver household. Iver
entertained the intellectual, his wife the
moral. objection to shllly-shallying; their
daughter's training, while conducted with
all kindness, had been eminently sensible,
and early days had offered few tempta-
tions to stray from the path of the ob-
viously desirable. The came was different
now; riches brought a change; the world
revealed its resources; life was spreading
out its divers wares. Janie was much pus-
zied as to what she ought to do, more as to
what she wanted to do, most of all as to
what she would in the epd do-unless, in-
deed, the fact that she was puzzled con-
tinued to rank as the greatest puzzle of
all.
Naturally the puzzles were personified,

or the persona made into puszies. Men
became lives to her, as well as individuals
-the Tristram, the Duplay, the Broadley
life; her opinion of the life complicated
her feeling toward the person. The Tris-
tram life attracted her strongly, the life
of the great lady; Harry had his fascina-
tion, too; yet she did not think that she
and Harry would be very happy together,
woman and man. The Duplay life prom-
ised another sort of joy; the major's ex-
perience was world-wide, his knowledge
various, his conversation full of hints of
the unexplored; she would he broadening
her life If she identified it with him. Lastly,
there was that quiet Broadley life. to be
transformed In some degree doubtless by
her wealth, yet likely to remain in essen-
tials the peaceful, homely existence which
she knew 'ery well.
She found herself thinking, in terms

superficially repugnant to convention, that
she would like to pay long visits to the
other men, but have Bob to come home
to when she was Inclined for rest and
tranquility. Her perplexity was not
strange in Itself, but It was strange and
new to her; qsd, imbued with the parental
views about shilly-shallylng, she was
angry with heruelf and Inclined to be
naamedar
Judged from the outside, she was not

open to blamne i her attitude toward
Harry; he was not In love with her and
hardly pretended to be.
Nor had Duplay any eanin of esemplaint

in being kept waiting; he would be held ex-
ceedingly lucky not to be touZ~ the right-
about Instntly. But with Broadleythe mater was diffement. On -the subtle
question of what emrety e.ete..tas Mem-
conragement'' (t Is the taehnicals term) in
themsese= It is not perhaps eei...y to
enter, but false hopes miht an doubt.mrise from her vists to Misha.=== flu.
her habit of riding up the road by the
river .abset ihe time when Bob would he
likely to he riding down it, er of ====+e-
ing by the peel enthe days when he doerhis gig into Dieetamouth in.......
is bene beiond and outside
-e"mr at Tairholme itstt Unmi
.,cane .to marry bite she amght indest maisbegan that were fase
Yes, but it dd not seeme an theugh she
did Bob was humblen me ba .tysa-atsed over himn even begero the Iwean grewso very ib.
**bed the gig hese and stay and, tna,"

she commended, oa be steppeg. by her an
the road; be was retarmbag boe Mant-
mouth to Mingham ad found her strolg
by the peeL "1 want to speak with .
He had his builiff with bM-they had

been selling a cow, and left' him to take
the gig home. He ghot bands with fraak
cordiality.
"That's awfully nice of you," he saidL

"What about?"
"Nothing in particular," said she. 0may't

I want it just generally?"
"Oh, well, I though you meant there was

something speciaL I've sold- the cow well,
Miss Jame.'
"Bother the cow! Why haven't you been

to Fairholme?"
"Well. in fact, I'm, not sure that Mr.

Iver is death on seeing me there too often.
But I shall turn up all right soon."
"Have you been going about anywherer*
"No. Been up. at Mingham most of the

time."
"Isn't that rather lonely?"
-"Lonely' Good heavens, no. I've got too

much to do."
Janie glanced at him. What was to

done with a man who treated provocaive
suggestions as though they were sincere
questions? If he had not cared for her
now? But she knew he did.
"Well, I've been very dull, anyhow. One

never sees anybody fresh at Fairholme
now. It's always either Mr. Tristram or
Major Duplay."
"Well. I shouldn't be very fresh, either,

should I7" The names she mentioned
drew no sign from him.
"I don't count you a visitor at all. And

they are visitors-I suppose." She seemed
a little In doubt, yet both. the gentlemen,
anyhow, were not presumably received as
members of the family.

"I'll tell you what I've been thinkingabout,'" said Bob, speaking slowly, and ap-
parently approaching an important an-
nouncement.
"Yes?" she said, turning to nim with In-

terest, and watching his handsome, open
face; It was not a very clever face, but it
was a very pleasant one; she enjoyed look-
ing at It.
"I've been thinking that I'll sell the black

horse, but I can't make up my mind wheth-
er to do it now or keep him through the

/
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summer and sell him when hunting begins.
I don't know which would pay me best."
"That certainly is a very important Ques-

tion," remarked Janie, with a wealth of
sarcasm.
"Well, it gives me a lot of trouble, Miss

Janie."
"Does it? And it doesn't interest me in

the very- Yes, it does, Bob, very much.
I'm sorry. Of course, it does. Only-"
"Anything the matter with you?" Bob in-

quired, with friendly solicitude.
"No-not just now. There never is, some-

how, when I'm with rou. And let's talk
about the black horse-It'll be soothing. Is
the price of oats a factor?"
Bob laughed a little, but did not proceed

with the discussion. They sauntered on in
silence for a few minutes, Bob taking out
his tobacco.
"Worried, aren't you?" he asked, lightinghis p pe.
"Yes," she answered, shortly.
"Was that what you wagted to say to

Me.
"No, of course not. As if I should talk

to you about it!"
"Don't suppose you would, no. Still,

we're friends, aren't we?"
"Do you feel friendly to me?"
"Friendly! Well!" He laughed. "WhatGo you think about it yourself?" he asked.

"Look here, I don't bother you; but I'm
here when you want me."
"When I want your'
"I mean, if I can do anything for you,

or-or advise you. I don't think I'm a fool,
you know."
"I'm really glad td hear you've got as

far as that," she remarked, rather tartly."Your fault, Bob, is not thinking nearlyenough of yourself."
"You'Ul soon change that If you say muchmore." His pleasure in her implied praisewasn obvious, but he did not read a single

word more into her speech than the wordsshe uttered.
"And you are friendly to me-still?"'"It doesn't make any difference to mewhether I see you or not--"
"What?" she cried, The next momentshe was laughing, "Thanks, Bob, but-butyou've a funny way of putting thingssometimes." She laid her hand on his armfor a moment, signing "Dear old Bobr'"Oh, you know what I mean," he said,puffing away. His healthy skin had flushed

a trifle, hut that was his only reply toher little caress.
"If-If I came to you some day and saidI'd been a fool, or been made a fool of,and was very unhappy, and-and wantedcomforting, would you still be nice to me?"His answer- came after a puff and apause.
"Well, If you ever get like that I shouldrecommend you just to try me for whatrm worth," he said. Her eyes were fixedon his face, but he did not look at her.Some men would have seen In her appealan opportunity of trying to win from her

more than she was giving. The case didnot present itself In that light to BobBroadley. He did not press his own ad..vantage; he hardly believed It, and he had,besides, a vague Idea that he would spoilfor her the feeling she had if he greeted Itwith too much enthusiasm. What shewanted was a friend-a solid, possiblyrather stolid, friend; with that commodityhe was prepared to provide her. The hum-blest of men have moments of pride; It
must he confessed that Bob thought hewaS behaving not only with proper feel-.ing, but also with considerable tact-a tactthat was based on knowledge of women~Interviews such as these-and they werenot infrequent-formed a rather Inneru-ons background, but also an undeindable-relief to the life of Janie was edngatFairholme. That seemed to have ltti.eencern with Bob Broadler and to he en-grossed In the strai'ggle between Harry andDunlay- Both men presed on. Harry hadnot been scared asray. Duulay uld wInwitheut using his secret wao.If hecold. Each had his manner', fas con-strained yet diect, the maor's maere garid,-or eupressed in glances, naenneand atutetons. But neither- bad etrisedthe decIsive word. JaniAe was foragtrdelay. The major snenmdmla s to gramt
might face -ue wit the ..... far aanswer any day. She eould net Asplainheo' it was, but sasanelew hi. esudgetssmed to he enoatien.ed by thte prcrss

Haryt MpiRQs wasright. Ha was inSing eluehi rivWar ehiratreas dage ti~T a-nedemeni Lady ?uggneNbtimse: he reksien t assIean to
rmdt hr it. Aisebelted ~ ~ h

,

# an. Jigtn f

A.u oth AQys -iWt'Agest.*-a

of them W" S. OSNAh-
taf'itel An08 ara n

woruld havesa~2W a..ram aed fiat.shunk fte it. 11hot A
Deal would count 4Raist rintte
strenotin uait a e t Mad- HBrry was
suror*a= this aid.
He came odayr two

aftdJanie DBob Brod-
lay. She was on the mvmawith her Mina
Xabriska anid a omlflV- elderly man.
who was introducod Mr. Jenkin-
son Neeld. Harry a attention to
this lnsigniflqan person, gave KIna no
more than a careXsebab of the hWA4
and a good-humored, iumd nod; he was
not afraid of her any rHe claimed
Janie, and contrived her to some
chairs on the other D ,he lawn.
"And that is Mr. H " Sam

Neeld, looking at himnadtetly through his
gpertelem.
"Yes," said the Imp Welly, she was at

the moment rather bo;i by Mr. Neeld.
"'n interesting-looking young man."
"Yes, he's Interesting." And she added

a moment later. 'You're having a good
look at him, Mr. Neeld"
"Dear me, was I staring? I hope not.

But-well, we've all heard of his mother.
you know"
"I'm afraid the next thing we hear shout

her will. be the last." What she had seen
at Blent Hall was .in her mind, and she
spoke sadly, "Mr. Tristram Wil succeed tW
his throne soon now."
Neeld looked at her M if he were about

to speak, but he said nothing and his. eyes
wandered back to Harry again.
"They're friends-Miss Iver and he?" be

askq at lase.
, t' noaseret thAt. he wants to mar-

ry her."
4, "Aneddoes she--
Mina laughed, not very naturally. "It's

something to be Lady Tristram of Blent."
Harry wanted to parry Janie Iver! With

a sudden revulsion of fieling Neeld wished
himself far from Blentniouth. However, It
was his duty to talk to this sharp little
foreign woman, and be m at to try. A
few polite questop .b gt him to the
point of inquirin=her ati6nallty.
"Oh, we're Swise-14enti Swiss. But I

was born at Heidelbergi My mother lived

there after my father died' My uncle, who
lives with me, Major Duplay, Is her broth-
er; he was In the ivls 4erice."
"A pleasant society at.Iedelberg, I dare
ay?"
"Rather dull," said Mina. It seemedmuch the same at Blentmouth at the mo-

ment.
Iver strolled out from his study on to thelawn. He cast a glance toward his daugh-ter and Harry, frowned slightly, and satdown on Mina's other side. He had a neas-

paper in his hand, and he held it up as hespoke to Neeld across Mina.
"Your book's promised for the 15th, I

see, Neeld."
"Yes, it's to be out then."
Mina was delighted at being presentedwith a topic. Sometimes it is the mostprecious of gifts. *

"Oh. Mr. Neeld, have youwritten a book?How Interesting! What is It? A novel?""M dear Madame Zabriska!'' murmuredNeeld, feeling as If he were -being madefun of. "And it's not really my book. I'veonly edited it."
"But that's just as good," Mina insistedamiably. "Do tell me what It Is.""Here you are, Mina. There's a full-title and description for you. There's nothing else in the paper." Iver bande it toher with a stifled yawn. She read it andturned to Neeld with a quick Jerk of her
"Journal and Correspondence of JosiahCholderton," she repeated. "Oh. but-oh--.but-well, that is curious: Why, we usedto know Mr. Cholderton"
"You knew Mr. Cholderten?" said Mr,Neeld in mild surprise. Then, with a recol-lection, he added, "Oh, at Heidelberg, Idaresay? But you must have been a

"esI was. Does he talk about Heidel-
"Ho mentions it once or twice." In spiteof himself Neeld began to feel that he wasitiun meradble distance of getting on
"What fun If he mentioned me! Oh, but,of course, he wouldn't say anything about
The slightest start ran through Neeld'sfigure; it passed unnoticed; he lookedsharply at Mina Zabriska."He knew my mother 'quite well; he usedtocmedand ,,eus. Does he mention her-
There was a perceptibl, pause; thenNee*,. answered primly:"J'm afraid you won't find your mothersname mentioned in Mi. Cholderton's jour-nal, Mmne. Zabriska,"
"How horrid!" remaw'ked Mina, greatlydisappointed; she regard~ed Mr. Neeld witha new Interest, all the saine.They were both struckiwith this strangecoincidence as It seemed to themn, thoughin fact it was not 'rperly a coincidence
mthat temetat Blent-

"You're sure he says nothing about us?"she urged.
"You'il not find a woed."kae replied, stick-ing to the form of s~o that salvedhis consclence. He c~dh~roes the lawnagain, but Janle and~irghad diapa-

ed among the bushes.
"You're sort of old laihntances at sec-ond hand, then," said VetEufing. "Chol-derton's the coenctemMaL
"He didn't like me,' Mine, "Heused to call me the",e. ye.:- said N.aseathmhbdeacquiescence. "Yes, the ip.""Yudo' seem -1 irprised," cried
..urpr..ed!" HeM. emr vioeantly
thrapolegiss. But ijin was a seed dee1duke: he had vrhagad betxayed his

riizd of the
ver ;*-siAv -n -wen. wut a~
,K tik he malt av.e e AdyT .team there ome or ;Ivie. Deem as aiyanythisg abouter"Not a westeui-'5eeiI, grasing thenetle a&eniy t ime.Minleksothr idk thim, but he

At the aa mamm ae sagSam"yTribtrafa 0211 mu e to the genes. Nasty
s the Weem dadwAm wilk hm f a

? Tou we" uMti
Eesr laftei has had -& nidaw w.

ed D. $ryer opdred as to M ow
and tel you 14 enee, me tpe So taes
he said, i." -

"Did you bring a horse for me?"
"o, air. Et rm ridimg Quiiriver."
TIl go bek on him. Yee aa walk."

He turned to the rest. "I Mast go at
once," he said. "I don't know what this
may inean."
"Not so bad as it mounds, I hope," sald

Iver. "But you'd best be off at once."
Harry Included Mina and Mr. Need in

one light nod, and walked briskly toward
the gate, Iver and Jane acomnanying
him. Kina and Neeld were left together.and sat In silence some moments.
"It sounds as if she was dying." said

Mina at last in a low voice.
"Yes, poor Woman."
"I saw her once lately. She was very

beautiful, Mr. Neeld."
"Yes yes-to her own great trouble, posthing.' -

"You knew about-"
"Oh, everybody knew. Zms. Zariska."
"Yes,and now she's dying!" She turned

to him, looking him fairly in the fae
"And Harry'll be Tristram of Blent." she
said.
"Yes," said Neeld. "He'll be Tristram

of Blent."-
-Both fell into silence gain. looking ab-

sently at the sunshine playing among the
trees. They mere sot to Pbare their e-
cret Just yet. A link was misngt between
them still.
Harry came to where the horse was and

stood there for a moment while the groom
altered the stirrups to suit him.

"It's the beginning of the end, If not the
end Itself," he said.
"Our earnest good wishes to her."
"My love," said Janie. Her father

glanced quickly at her.
Harry Jumped Into the saddle, waved his

hand to them, and started at a gallop for
Blent. The groom, with another. touch of
his hat, trudged off in his master's track.
Janie Iver stood looking as long as Harry
was in sight.
"He won't spare the horse," said Iver.
"Well, he can't this time-and, anyhow.

he wouldn't, if he wanted to get there."
She took her father's arm and pressed it
"Father, Harry Tristram has Just asked
me to marry him. He said Lady Tristram
wanted it settled before-before she died,
or he wouldn't have spoken so soon."
"Well, Janie, dear?"
"When the groom came I had just told

him that I would give him an answer In
a week. But now-" She made a gesture
with her free hand; it seemed to mean
bewilderment. She could not tell what
would happen now.

CHAPTER VIII.
Duty and Mr. Neeld.

When Mina Zabriska brought back the
news from Fairholme and announced it with
an Intensity of significance which the sud-
den aggravation of an illness long known
to be mortal hardly accounted for, Major
Duplay grew very solemn. The moment
for action approached, and the nearer it
came the less was the major satisfied with
his position and resources; the scene by the
pool had taught him that he would have a
stiff fight. He had been hard hit by liar-
ry's shrewd suggestion that he must ask
Iver himself for the means of proving what
he meant to tell Iver. The only alterna-
tive, however, was to procure money for
the necessary investigations fmom his niece
and his niece. though comfortably well off,
was not rich. Nor was she any longer
zealous in the cause. The Imp was sulky
and sullen with him, sorry she had ever
touched the affair at all, ready. he sus-
pected, to grasp at any excuse for letting
it drop. This temper of hers foreboded
a refusal to open her purse. It was se-
rious In another way. Of himself Duplay
knew nothing; Mina was his only witness;
her evidence, though really second-hand,
was undoubtedly weighty; it would, at
least, make Inquiries necessary. But would
she give It. Duplay was conscious that she
was capable of turning round on him and
declaring that she had made a blunder.
If she did that, what would happen?
Harry's attitude would be simple. He

would at the proper time produce his cer-
tificates, testifying to the death of Sir
Randolph, the marriage of his parents, his
own birth. The copies were in perfect or-
der, and, duly authenticated, they were
evidence in themselves; the originals could
be had and would bear out the copies. All
this had been well looked after, and Du-
play did not doubt it. What had he to set
up against it? Only that the third certifi-
cate was false, and that somewhere,
neither he. nor even Mina, knew where,
bearing some dates, neither he nor Mina
knew what, there must be two other cer-
tificates, one fatal to Harry's case as fix-
ing his birth at an earlier date, the other
throwing at least grave suspicion on it by
recording a second ceremony of marriage.
But where were these certificates? Con-
ceivably, they had been destroyed; that
was rot likely, but It was possible. At
any rate, to find them would need much
time and some money. On reflection, the
major could not blame Harry for defying
him by the pool.
It will be seen that the information which

Mina gleaned from her mother and filled in
from her own childish recollection, was
not so minute in the matter of date as
that which Madam do Kriee had given at
the time of the events to Mr. Cholderton,
and which was now locked away in the
drawer at Mr. Jenkinson Neeld's cham-
bers. The major would have been mate-
rially assisted by a sight of that document:
it would have narrowed the neessary area
of inquiry and given a definiteness to his
assertions, which must have carried added
weight with Mr. Iver.
Mina, being sulky, would not talk to her

uncle; she could not talk to Janie Iver;
she did not see Harry and would not have
dared to talk to him if she had. But it
need hardly be said that she was dying to
talk to somebody. With such matters on
hand she struggled against silence like
soda water against the cork. Merely to
stare down at Blent and wonder what was
happening there whetted a curiosity it
could not satisfy. She felt out of the game,
and the feeling was intolerable. As a last
resort, in a last effort to keep in touch
with It, although she had been warned that
she would find nothing of interest to her
In the volume, she telegraphed to a library
bookseller in London to send her Mr. Chol-
derton's Journal. It came the day after it
was published, four days after she had
made Mr. Neeld's acquaintance, and while
Lady Tristramn, contragr to expectation,
still held death at arm's length and lay
looking at her own picture. The next
morning Neeld received a pressing Invita-
tion to go to tea at Merrion Lodge. With-
out a moment's hesitation he went; with
him, too, all resolutions to know and to
care nothing further about the matter
vanished before the first change of seeing
more of it. And Mina had been Mlle. de

She received him In the library. TheJournal,- lay on the table. Something had
restored animation to her manner &nd
malice to her eyes. She began~by flattering
her visitor outrageously, and indulging. In
a number of false statements regarding her
delight with the Journal and the amuse-
ment and instruction she had gained fromait. She even professed to have mastered
the hydroxeric method, observing that a
note by the edito put the whole thinur In anutshell Much pleased, yet vaguely dis-
appointed. Mr. Neeld concluded that she
had no more to say about the visit to
Heidelberg.
'Tho Imp turned over the pages leisurely

while Neeld sipped his tea.
"I se you put little adtik things

where you leave out aati~ " she eob-
served. "That's convenient, isnt ltr'
"I think it's usual." aid he.
"And another thing you do-oh, you really

are a slendid edites.-you put the date at
the top of every page, even where Mr. (m.derten's entry rus over eves so manmy
pages. He Is rather long setiesea= Isn't
ha?'
"Tve always found the date at the top of

thesa esnieosin rending myself,"
"Ys. it tells you Just where youa are-amdwhere Mr. nanseme was." Sae langme

a little. "Yee,. leek here: ages U May,11M5; he's at Besl~nt Thea there are s

ML. MeeS lashed 1p frem his tea.
"And yeu tar ee the pags" eI
inedowe with the air ef a isv

"and yeu MUd hims at vedmksait iwy
bassemm MLW, f'Am auIle age

"Oh,~We

W deis e. h sA 16eDM v-r =I-
eemetabls, 'wsinose," ahe maMa after

to Iag lysMa"ses Aengu' tio&
tha Mast

so time wha he met lae,
4he. Ma Ws fetilsaMWet. SW the Jeera" " Neld

Wa that the 1m1066g of 111

-There was -neepn about vilt to
HeIdelberg, but I .amlined 1etTing of

bl tert. abrka, and in may
I enattted Kt."

0bLdidt p" aionme that the other
day? -me 16 understandi that be
only -a ebrg enssiy."

"I Nao Noprease mysew-"
" id;e Mpenton us?"

Neeld maos to. bis feet and took a turn
up and dw the resit.
"fn my disretion I left the easat.

I can answer no questions about it.
don't press me. im. Zabriska."

'1 will know." she aid, exceigedy. al o-t
angrily.
Neeld came to stanA opposite her, deep

perplexity expreming .Itself in his look and
manner. "Did be talk about us? Did he
talk about lady Tristram?"

"1 am e eng to you, and to you oal.
Nme. r"
"Yes, yes-to me only."
"He did not mention you, and be did

speak of Lady Tristram."
"That's why you weren't surprised when

I told you he called me the I '!" Shesmiled a moment, and Neeld ed, too.
But in an instant she was eager again.
"And about Lady Tristram?"
"It was no use reprinting poor Lady

Tristram's story." There was a long paue.
Mina rose, took the Journal, put it In the
cupboard, and turned the key on It. She
came baad and stood over him.
"You know," she said. "It was In the

Journal? rim sure you know."
"Know what?" Mr. Neeld was fighting

In the last ditch.
"But I don't want to tell you unless you

know. No, 'm sure you know!"
"And do you know?'
"Yes, I know. My mother told me."
They understood one another now. Neeld

made no further pretense.
"You mean about Harry Tristram?" he

asked, simply, but in a low voice.
"Yes. At first I didn't know what it

meant to him. But I know now."
Neeld made no reply. and there was an-

other moment of silence.
"And you know what it would mean to

him?" she asked.
Neeld nodded; of course, he knew that."What are you going to 'do?" He raised

his hands and let them drop again in a
confession that he did not know. "I knew
and I told." she said. He started a little.
"Yes. I told, because I was spiteful. I was
the Imp! I've never been happy since I
told. Mr. Tristram knows I've told, thoughhe denies there's anything in It. But he
knows I've told. And still he's been kind
to me." Her voice shook.
"You told: whom did- you tell?'
"Never mind-or guess, if you can. I

shan't tell him any more. I shan't helphim any more. I'm for Mr. Tristram.
Thick and thin, I'm for Mr. Tristram now."
She came a step nearer to him. "The man
I told may try, but I don't think he can do
much without us. Why should we tell?
Is it our business? You suppressed it in
the Journal. Can't you suppress it now?"
"The Ivers?" he stammered.
"The Ivers! What's it to the Ivers com-

pared to what it is to him? It'll never
come out. If it did-oh, but it won't! It'slife and death to him. And isn't it right-isn't it justice? He's her son. This thing'sjust a horrible accident. Oh, if you'd heardhim speak of Blent!" She paused a mo-
ment, rubbing her hand across her eyes.
Then she threw herself back Into her chair,asking again. "What are you going to do?"

(To be Continued.)
A GREAT LOG JAM.

Bed of Sasqnehanna Filled for Three
Miles or More.

From the Pittsburg Dispatch.
For almost six months the people living

on the lowlands along the west branch cf
the Susquehanna river, from Curwensville
down to the "mountains," have felt they
would suffer a repetition of 18 experi-
ences, and worse, when the break occurred
this spring. The cause of alarm was a
great "jam" of logs, square timber and
general debris in the river above Curwens-
Ville, and extending back three miles, con-
taining at least Th,000,000 cubic feet of lum-
ber, to say nothing of the other materials
going to make up an almost solid mass in
the river, at least ten feet deep. They felt
that 4 big ice flood such as is of almost an-nual occurrence In this motintain river
would move this Jam almost solidly and
bring it down with such force that all prop-
erty close to the river's edge would be %tr-
tually wiped off the earth. But the ice has
broken and gone and the big log jam re-mains in the river above Curwenaville, to
be broken and moved by human skill, mus-cle and a generous supply of dynamite and
plenty of water sent down the channel ac-
cording to nature's laws or by means of
the numerous splash dams, which will againbe put into operation after enforced idle-
ness of several years.
The Curwensville log jam was the result

of man's loss of faith in nature's laws.Last year. from the time the Ice went outin March until late In the autumn, there
never was enough rain in this section to
make a rafting flood in the river. Floods
are absolutely necessary in these parts In
order that the mill owners at Williamsport,Marietta, Camden. N. J., and intermedia
points may havd the raw material with
which to operate the big plants and upply
their trade. The square timber is "ratted"
and run to these mills on the successive
floods or rises in the spring. It is hauled
to the river bank In sticks and there lashed
Into rafts containing from 3,000 to 10,000
cubic feet.
The logs are tumbled into the mountain

streams running through or close to the
tracts, from which they are cut and
"splashed" down these streams into theriver by means of floods made by storing
great bodies of water and then letting it
out, thus moving the logs toward the liver.
All the spripg and summer months of 136
passed without a single flood, and, there
not having been enough rainfall to put a
single splash dam from May. the lumber-
men began to grow uneasy. They did not
want to haul the logs and rafts out of the
river, as that would entail great expe3nse.They kept on praying for rain, until Octo-
ber, and then gave up all hope. As the cold
weather arrived the lumbermen's exchange
at Williamnsport was compelled to pull inits big boom, and this decided the owners
of the timber in the river to take =sumary
action.
A conference was held, at which It was

ROT A in'l
From the King.

deded te had e o the ad otbeWow Curwasmeie md beam rier at
that Point to hald book Iahmv.T wek began the ism~ PMt of .Mm and teams put to west frem Ceewoms-uvia to Lok Uatee leuaed et eepthingin the shape of timber.
At Ourwensvine great piat were bult Is

the river. and tnaches arans" behind
the stroeng enough to bel anything and
everything. The wmt en ti heem weebadily wished betere the iwaft S"ed e-

pepshe1K came apes this see.to.The river below CureevOit was
cleared of everythiag. and maltes of feetof g and senr timber got Wtpe theWUlamit boom but al back et Car-wengville was held fast by the beaf. Rafs

in ad the upper uiver eawd n
could not g througL Ihe river

not only the bank full, but the bad ful. *adthe los came down so fast and plentifulthat they plied the river fore distane 0tthree miles. Thaw ot only covered the ur-face. but they pied on top of each otheruntil the distance above stated was almost
a soid mas.
This it was that alarmed the maties, and

tnade so many willing to sell bottom prop-erty at cut rates this winter and spring.The skill of the men who cOnstructed theboom, however, waS proved to be flrs-dsae
the past week. It held against all pressure.
water. lce. gravity, and is still intact. Utone
the ice went out the ftst of the week a
gang of experieonced logmen with axes.canthobks and other driving tools have
been at work opening a channel throughthe great mas of timber. They have so
far opened a partial channel, but not suf-ficient for rafting purposes. Several hun-
dred men will be busily eseveral
weeks breaking the Jam getting the
logs moving. As long as the natural water
supply keeps up the splash dams wmi etbe utilized. When that fals the great i-proved resouroa will be bero intoaction.
Splash dams are log structures of heavy

timber built acrewn a snall stream "t
point where the surface of the land
is suitabl, for storing a great body of wa-
ter. They are built between two hills OR
either sM of the stream. and are an POWdin their construction as masonry. In the
middle of the dam is constructed the gate.
which is eated by an immee lever.
When the to full of water the gate is
raised and the great volume Bow out. car-rying alesg every leg in its path unti t
runs of. Whea the splash is on. the Mg-
men with the canthooks fossew the streamrolling In logs that have bean earried cf
into the woods by former splashes= those
saddling on trees. roks. Ac.. and
the small Jame formed In eddies. bda
rocky places. These logmnen work early andlate, their hours of labor depending uponthe state of the weather. They are heavilydressed. and work waist-deep in the icycold water for from twelve to eighteenhours out of each twenty-four. They fre
fed from four to six times daily, and paidfrom $2 30 to 5 per day. according- to their
usefulness. Log driving on the west branchand its tributaries was for many years a
great industry. thousands of men beingthus engaged from early spring until the
middle of summer each year. Of late theindustry has not assumed great propor-tions, for the reason that most of the lum-ber in this county is manufactured at thelocal mills. The logs in the river this sea-
son are about the last that will be drileuto Williamsport.

On Keeping Cut Flowers.
From the New York Tribune.
A woman who has given much thoughtand care to flowers gives some valuable

suggestions for preserving their beauty as
long as possible after cutting. She says:
The ends of the stems of all flowers

should be cut off before theor are placed in
water. It is better to strip the leaves from
that part of the stem which will be im-
mersed.
Do not allow the ends of the stems to

rest on the bottom of the vase.
In cutting the ends snip them off at rightangles to the stalk.
Change the water each day, and at the

same time again cut the ends of the flower
stems.
Do not place flowers near or under lights

-gas or lamp-when it can be avoided.
Maidenhair fern should be kept rolled upin moistened paper and on the ice, or, with

the ,stems in the water, in a cool place.until ready for use. In this way it will
last for some time.
Mignonette is generally grown in a cool

house, and for this reason often droopswhen first placed in a heated room. It is
well to put it in the ice box, in water, for
a time, when It will revive. "harden." and.
if property cared for each day, last a longtime.
Many flowers do more satisfactorily it

placed In water with the chili off until the
stems have become filled, and are then al-
lowed to stand in an ice chest or very cool
piace for a time. Roses will occasionallyrevive if placed In ice water-always with
the ends of the stems previously cut
Never place cut flowers In a draught or

in sunlight.
se'

Most Miserable of Iea.
From the (Thicag Tribune.
"The saddest. moat blighted-life case t

ever knew," said the major, "was that of
a man who received a life pass over a new
railroad."
"How was thaty' asked the colonel.
"Why, the pass was issued before there

was a rail laid-and then the road was
never built. He has felt swindled ever

.~d Al Aremmd.
From the Phlladsiat Record.
Hoax-"I see there's a prospect of en-

other strike in the anthracite region. That
will be had for the coal buyer."
Joax--"Yes; and it'll be bed for the coal

buyer's coal cellar."

Am Emigramt.
Jane Barlow ia the Athesaeum.

Is she siaeep, sleep
Alaoe. is fair far land ?

Ltted with the murmuriag deep
And shadowy water, keep.
Is she asleep. aeep?
If she awake. gwake
On bflmseambowering shore.

Se sure' her beart will beesk
For the old sad voices' a.o'1hat reach to her no m .e
If she inst wake, must wake.

Ah! guard heer 'dream, her dream.
1hough sos call blithe ad lee?.

About the eucihasted siam;Lost tt is sooth she se
Of all she lo,'ea to hear.

Best se adasm. adream.amaame -ma ...sama ~~ m


